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CHAPTER XVII.
A Move of Mrs. -Upottéry's.
He waited at the corner of Long Acre
and Bow street. One of the seven most

dismal streets in London is Long Acre.
It is impossible that a street given up to
banana merchants and motor car middle-
men, a,street moreover, which is assist-
ing at the slow agony of the horsed-car-
_yiage industry, should not be dismal. And
on Sundays Long Acre expresses the con-
centrated dismalness of  the entire town.
1t is a miracle of melancholy. Philip pass-
ed the time in trying to guess whether the
passers by were going to the Great Queen
Street Wesleyan, Chapel or to the Free-
mason’s Tavern or to Queen Charlotte’s
Hospital. He could not guess. They all
looked alike. They were all struggling to
live through the Sabbath gloom till Mon-
day.
He had foolishly arrived at the trysting
place too soon. The fact was he was in-
experienced in the art of keeping ‘an ap-
pointment with a lady. First he thought
it quite comeceivable that she, too, would
arrive early. Then when a clock - struck
a quarter after seven he began seriously
to expect her, and to look for her in
four directions at once. At 7.30 he ceased
to make: excuses for her. At 7.45 he
blamed her. Yes, incredible as it may
appear, he blamed her; and it dawned
upoqn him that love does not necessarily
denote happiness. At 8 he was alarmed.
He decided to stroll quietly and alertly
down Bow street to Wellington. street.
He had not achieved more than: fifty
yards—he stood between the Opera : and
tthe Police Court, those grandiose symbols
of Pleasure and Punishment,, .and . was
glancing at a poster of a fancy dress ball
at which fabulous prizes were offered—
when it occurred to him that Harry
Starkey might have sent her somewhere
€lse and that she might not arrive at the
tryst by way of Wellington street. He
flew- back to his corner. There was no
sign of her. The clocx which had struck
%.15 now struck 815. She was exaotly
mixty eternities late. A green Kings Cross-
Victoria omnibus lurched up the road.
#Yet a little space,” reflected Philip, “and
wou will lurch no more up this road and
your horses will be dead and duly-eaten,
and the motor will rattle past in your
gtead.” He could have sat on the ground
gnd told sad stories of the death of things.
He had perhaps never in all his career
felt more depressed. He waited, wait-
ed, waited, wearing out curbstones un-
der the mournful glint of gas lamps.Then
st 8.35 he observed that a cab had drawn
up about five yards east of the cormer.
“By Jove!” he exclaimed. *‘She may
be in that!”
She was.
~ “I’ve been here a long time,” she said
Prightly, through a thick veil. ;
Now Philip knew that the cab couldn’t

have been there for more than thirty sec- !

onds at ‘the outside. But he said: “I'm
‘awfully sorry.” He had spread his wings
and in an instant had reached the su-
preme pinnacle of ‘happiness. The fore-
going eighty minutes were sponged out
of existence, and he scarcely .noticed even
that she had no consciousness of being
late.

“What are we to
quired. |

“] will tell you what we are to do
mow,” he replied, with briskness. ‘“‘Dri-
wer,  No. 101 Hanover street.”” She made
yoom for him and he got into the cab.

He pretended not to remark the change
jn her. But in reality it almost stupe-
fied him.. He would mnot have believed
that clothes could make such a difference.
She was dressed in mourning; a. black
gkirt and a tailor-made jacket, a large hat
with two plumes, and the thick wveil en-
circling her mysterious face as a cloister
jncloses a nun; white gloves! She was
the final word of feminine elegance. She
was amazing, bewitching, unique.

It annoyed him to think that the simple
‘stupid Tony had sat seventy-three nights
running in the same stall to worry her
with his stare. An income of fifteen
thousand a year surely did not give a man
a right to commit such enormities!

«] asked you what we are to do,” she
. gaid, as the cab rolled off.

“] beg your pardon,” he started, and
"then rtocovering himself: ‘“Have you
dined ?” :

A&No.!l

Have you by any chance lunched?”

«] think not,” she laughed. It was the
first time he had heard her laugh.

«So 1 imagined,” he said; “we are go-
ing to eat some'}:hing at the Alcazar in
{ street.’
H‘a;xl:;::/;ermy dear friend,” she ?rotested,
%] camnot possibly eat in a public plage.”

«I had thought of that,” he replied.
sOne can have 8 private ro?m'at the
‘Alcazar.” (“My dear friend,” his heart
blissfully repeated the words) .

“Qh!”  she murmured. “Of course.

«So Mr. Starkey fixed you up?’ he ob-
gerved, after a pause.

do now?”’ she in-

o and he was very flattered. I.{e
wanYt:(sl’ me to stay for dinner. I told him
I couldn’t.” 5

«And the scar?”’

o car is gome.”

“'11\‘1‘:; sI sug?”ghc asked boldly.

She meekly raised her vell and show-
ed him her face pure and heaw'/enly.
Ravishing gesture! Magical gplsode. Yet
‘ ghe had done nothing but ral_ssd her v;\l
and smile and Jower her yell. And h.e
thought again. «A]l my life up to this
day has been wasted. g I have but just
begun to live” And if there had only
been a luncheon basket in the cab llxg
might have wished that the cab wou

ever. - _
rogt‘)?h?r}\lcazar discretion reigns. it is
the “note” of the restaurant, Wwhich
prides itself on being small and sele?t,
and on its proximity to St.  George’s,
Hanover Square. Nevertheless, the famed
“{liscreetness of the Alcazar sca}rcely stood
“the test to which it was subjected when
Philip and Mise Pollexten found them-
kelves in one of its private rooms on the
first floor. A venerable waiter had charge
of the dinner which Philip ordered, a
waiter who knew human nature as only
a waiter attached to a d\s_creet 1'est§urant
can know it. The waiter brought in the
oysters, and placed, them between the
lovers and hurried out. Mary Pollexfen
thereupon raised her veil in order to be-

gin the repast. And then the waiter

* yeturned suddenly with a lemon neatly
saw Mary's |

bisected on a charger. He
Ace, and, accustomed though he was to
fﬁmceal his feelings, they were too many
jor him on this occasion. One could al-
most sec his startled lips forming the
word “Giralda.”
Mary made
" waiter was
' him back.

- nd!” she said in her golden

‘e recognized me, haven’t you?”
follow hesitated. “Yes, ma-

no sign, but just as the|
Jeaving the room again, she '

|
|
i
|
|

“I am particularly anxious mot to be !
recognized.. Do you understand? I feel |
sure that you can keep a secret. I fancy |
you have served me before, somewhere.”
‘“Yes madam. 'In th¢ Golden Room of |
the Grand Babylon. I used to be there.|
I left when: Felix .Babylon sald' the: place |
to thst American millionaire.” -, , - |

“Ah! * Welll I am going to rely on|
yéu not to recognize me. You will forget '
Iutterly that you have seen me.” vl

. “Certainly, madam.” o !

She opened a morocco purse,’ and hand-
ed the man a sovereign. - He bowed and
took it, and immediately returned with
it on a plate. o

“You may rely on me, madam. But’—|
. He stopped, extending the.plate in a re-
| spectful manner. Mary Pollexfen compre-
| hended that, without witing, she ‘had
wounded the feelings of a fellow-creature.
“I beg your pardon,: my friend,” (she
smiled faintly and took: back the sover-
eign. S i
. “Not at all, madam,” said the waiter. |

The incident was closed, and:the dinner|
proceeded. . . i
..It proceeded much too quickly . fer
Philip, who ordered enormous ‘quantities
of - food in order that the meal might
never terminate.  They did not talk about,
the Corner affair. Pushing aside the ter-:
rible actualities that surrounded them,
they exchanged opinions about matbers of |
the completest unimportance. It is extra-|
ordinary how interesting a discussion, for|

insfance, concerning blue points, natives, |
Ostends, and Colchesters may becoine in |
the’ right hands. Philip felt that he was|
getting to know Mary more intimately |
every minute. And every minute was de-|
licious, divine, dreamlike. : !
. They heard ‘the bell'of St. George’s. |

“Tt is ten o’clock,” she remarked with
a certain significance of tone.

“Yes,” he said regretfully, “I suppose
we must be going.”” And then, to post-
pone the moment, he summoned all his
audacity, and hazarded <an observation
that had been on his tongue for nearly an
hour and a half. “Your hair has grown
magnificently!” and he added, “If I may
say £0.”

She
fure.

“That is Harry Starkey,” she replied.
“He insisted. He will never do things
by halves. He calls himself an artist
and he is one. So he insisted on the hair.
He also furnished the purse, these rings,
and my umbrella, As for the hair—I
hope you don’t mind.”

Her voice was so exquisitely apologetic
that it made Philip blush. Lo! She was
excusing herself to him now! Not con-
tent with accepting his advice, not con-
tent with obliging him, not content with
trusting him, she was now being humble
to his masculine mightiness! ' It was in-
effable.

“Mind!” he murmured.

He rang abruptly for the bill, and paid
it without the slightest examination. P
might have justly been called a heavy
bill, but happily he had several sovereigns
beyond the two incriminating , hundred
pound notes. The ayged waiter got back
ithe better part of the refused sovcreign1
{in an uninsulting form. ; i
+«] will have another go at Mrs. Upot-
{ tery,” Philip said, when_they were cross-
ing the pavement in charge of the com-
missionaire who of all the discreet Al-
cazar staff was the most discreet. “Kings-
way,” he ejaculated to the cabman. “I
will tell you when to stop.”

And in the cab they did not speak;
they did not speak at all. Mary was
waiting for him to state his plans, and
he was wondering what precisely his plans
were. He had no desire to speak. He
was content in the silent intimacy of the
cab.

He stopped the vehicle in Kingsway, a
little below Strange street, and ' he got
out. :

“Stay where you are,
pered.

“You are leaving me?" she questioned
plaintively.

That mnight it seemed as if she could
say nothing to him that was not intoxi-
cating.

“The famous widow is sure to be back
by this time,” he answered. ‘I will see
her. At all costs I will see her. If neces-
sary 1 will give her into custody at once.
In any case I will come back to you here
as quickly as possible. We shall know
better what to do.”

She paused.

“Do be careful,” she said.

And he went, waving a hand to
telling the cabman not to move.

Mr. Hilgay, pale and shaken, had rein-
stalled himself once more in the little
green office. Philip popped his head into
the office and put a question to Mr.
Hilgay. Mr. Hilgay's reply caused him to
whistle a long high note. He stayed a
moment in the hall, and then ran back
to the cab in Kingsway.

“You have been quick,” said Mary from
| the mysterious gloom of the cab’s inter-
ior.

“He’s gone!”

“Who?”’

“Mrs. Upottery!”
| “Gone?”
| «“Yes. Come in at about seven. Collect-
| ed all his skirts and things and went off
in a hansom.”

“Where to?”

“Into London. Into heaven knows
where. He’s evidently suspected us, ‘and
he’s cleared out. T'd give something to
know where he has gone.” .

«He may have gone to Poplar,” said
Mary.

* ‘“Poplar?

“I told you 1
following Mrs. Upottery about, didn’t I

Mary answered.

|~ «Of course! I'd forgotten! Well?? |
% «Twice he went to a house in Poplar,
[No. 7 Cotton street. It's off the High
| street.” i
«“What sort of a house?” !

was indeéd wearing a superb coif-

please,” he whis-

her, and

Philip muttered.

Why Poplar?” :
1’d spent a day or two in

92

|« don’t know. A house.” [
| «[ must go there. I musn’t waste a|
|gecond. I must go there. No. 7, you|
‘ say.” ’ |
l “fonight?” 4‘

| “Instantly.” !
«But—Then I will come with you.” |
- «“Fxcuse me, Miss Pollexfen, you must
do no such thing. You must go to a
hotel—some quiet hotel. Go to the York.
No one will recognize you there. B(sidcs}
| you can keep your veil on.” I
“And you?—How ghall I know—what? |
| *“You will hear from me or see me Dbe-
| fore nine o'clock tomorrow morning.” |
«And supposing I don’t?”
“But you wil: I shall not fail to let
'you hear.” :
“But supposing 1 don’t?” -
“Well, then, you had better see 'eri
Anthony Didring, and tell him everything. |
He’s the best friend 1 have.” |
“What? Tony a friend of yours!” ‘
He perceived at once that her appre-
ciation of Tony was neither more nor less |
serious than it ought to be.

|
|
\
i

had enjoyed her acquaintance had given
rise to a certain ridiculous jealousy in his
heart.

He nodded, smiling. “Now it is clear-
ly understood,” he said. “You go to
the York Hotel and you stay there.” |

“As you wish,” she answered. She put !
her lovely head out of the cab window. |
“It’s impossible for me to thank youl @

“No. 7 Cotton street, eh—off l’oplar\

High street?” A i

She nodded.
He instructed the driver go to the York

| Hotel, gave Mary one glance, raised his

hat, and hurried off, in search of another
cab. |

CHAPTER XVIIIL
The Platter.

Monday was destined to be a day of
cumulative surprise for Sir Anthony Did-
ring. Hec arose early in an expectant
and nervous condition, and he was con-
suming grape-nuts in his chamber, under
the relentless gaze of Oxwich, before the
morning’s post, which is always rather

later. on Monday’s than on other days, |

had passed through the various sorting
processes of the Devonshire Mansion and
reached his room. When it did come the
shocks began. In the first place he had
latterly seen nothing of Philip, and a great
deal too much of Josephine Fire, and he
sent a messenger to Philip at the Corner
House on the Sunday night, the telephone
having proved useless. The messenger
had not found Philip, and had left a
note requesting Philip to write to Sir
Anthony by the midnight post without

| fail, making an appointment for Monday.

Tony, like all the rest of London, was in
a fever of curiosity concerning the latest
developments of the Pollexfen affair; and
he felt that Philip had unjustly neglect-
ed him. He had a million questions to
put to Philip, and quite seventy and
seven theories to suggest, and he was re-
lying absolutely on receiving some word
with his Monday’s grapenuts. But there
was ‘no letter from rhilip in the little
pile; there was not even a posteard. There
was a bill for hose, a prospectus of the
Sword Club, a notice trom the Serpentine
Swimming Club, an invitation to a galanty
show at the Grafton Gallery and another
for a lecture on Socrates at the Hotel Ma-
jestic, a note from Josephine breaking an
appointment, an emotional epistle from
his tailors saying that they would need
all the help he could give them in the
delicate matter of fitting a dress-suit re-
céntly ordered, and a sisterly letter from
his sister, Mrs. Appleby.

On reading the last he interrupted the
feast to explain ‘to Oxwich.

“Mrs. Appleby is coming to lunch,” he
murmured in a voice of manly resignation.

“(Certainly, sir. But this is your Turk-
ish bath day.”

“T must leave that till tomorrow.”

“Certainly, sir. But tomorrow is your
banjo lesson, the dress suit try-on and
the new chauffeur to choose.”

Tony stroked a wayward fragment of
grapenut from the lapel of his olive silk
dressing gown. :

“Oxwich,” he said, with an air of mo-
mentous decision: “I shan’t be able to
have my Turkish bath “this week—that’s
the plain English of it.”

“I fear so, sir.”

“My nephew is coming for lunch, too,”
said Tony, apologetically.
“Master Horace, sir?”’

viously pained.

“Well, I haven’t got forty
Yes, Master Horace.”

“Perhaps I had better look up the cigar-
ettes, sir?”’

“Yes. Now about lunch”’—

“Yes, sir. Now about lunch.”

The important question about lunch was
on the very point of being discussed when
a third shock happened to Sir Anthony,
and this third shock was so powerful
that the important question of Monday’s
lunch never was discussed at all. It was
forgotten, shelved, adjourned sine die. A
servant entered the dining room to say
that some one wanted to speak to Sir
Anthony. !

“Go and see, Oxwich,” Tony ordered.

And the Grand Vizier departed to in-
dicate to the visitor the extent of the
visitor’s absurdity in wishing to see Sir
Anthony at a quarter to nine in the morn-
ing.

Sir Anthony addressed himself to the
newly invented descriptive advertisements
in the Times newspaper, which at that
period were enjoying a greater success in
clubs and mansions than anything since
the lamented death of De Blowitz.

Oxwich returned almost immediately.

“It’s a man with a silver salver, Sir
Anthony.” ’

“What do I want with silver salver?”

“It isn’t exactly silver, sir—I should say
it’s Britannia ware.” ’

“And if it is?”

“There’s some writing scratched on it
and he says it’s for you, and he ain’t
going to give it to nobody but you, as
he says, sir.” Oxwich's imitations of
popular dialect were apt to be somewhat
stiff.

“Who is the man?”

“He’s a waterman, Sir Anthony—some-
thing to do with the Thames, I believe.”

“Devilish odd, isn’t 1t?”

“I should venture respectfully to advise
yoir to-see him, sir.” Oxwich coughed.

The man was brought into the presence.

He was a fat person. His blue suit and
gilver buttons would have shown to the
expert that he was in the employ of the
state—outdoor section of the Customs de-
partment; and his easy demeanor sufficed
to prove that he was a freeman of the
waterman’s company. He carried under
his arm, imperfectly enveloped in a por-
tion of the “Pink ’Un” a salver or plat-
ter of some metal resembling silver.

“Morning, sir,” he said, gently swing-
ing his hat. “I found this in my boat
this morning. I come up here at once all
the way from Poplar, and it’ll cost me

Oxwich was ob-

nephews,

| half a day’s work besides train fare and

cab fare, three and a pénny, sir. I found
it at half past seven—tide at half ebb.”

And he handed the ailver to Tony.

“You'll see there’s something scratched
on it, sir,” he added.

The salver was bent across the middle.
Tony turned it round, and gradually de-
ciphered the following words, which had
been faintly scratched on it, partly in
Roman letters and partly in seript, by
means of some sharp instrument.

“Take this Sir Anthony Didring Devon-
shire Mansion London will reward am
captured I think destination Grand Etang
but’—

That was all.

Tony muttered the message
several times, examined every inch of the
salver in a kind of dazed manner, and
then passed it to Oxwich, who, flattered,
directed upon it the entire force of bhis
intellect.

“Well?”” Tony questioned.

“One must put a full stop after ‘Lon-

don,” another after ‘reward,” and another

#The

after ‘captured, Oxwich decided.
writer was interrupted.”

flut -~

“Mr. Masters, sir.”

“You think-so?”

“Without a doubt, sir.”

“Qo do I. But Grand Etang—what does
that mean?”’

“] don’t know, sir.
son can tell us”

“What is Grand Etang, my man?” Tony
asked the waterman.

He possibly objected to being Tony's

Perhaps the per-

And he was| man, or Oxwich’s person, and saw in the|
glad. Because the mere fact that Tony!terms an insult to the honorable company Ktangs proved to

1
‘io which he belonged. At any rate he
replied istantly: “Don’t ask me, sir.”
| “Where do you say you found the;
| thing?” i
“I say I found it in my boat, sir.” |

in France—places to which not even an
old tub of three hundred tons could pos-
sibly voyage.

“Oxwich,” said Sir ‘Anthony finally.
“You must go up to the British Museum.”

“And where was your boat?” ‘ “Yes, sir,” replied Oxwich in a voice |
“My boat was lying off Green’s wharf, | of desperation. !
Poplar, sir.” At the moment Mrs, Appleby and her |
“Had it been there long?” ! son Horace entered. Oxwich having been |
“All night, sir.” I torn from his duties to the pursuit of |
“Perhaps I had better make a note of learning, these visitors had been allowed

CHURCH WITH

§,S, COMENTION OPENS I ST, ADREW'

CROWDED MEETINGS

aloud '

_this person’s statements, sir,” Oxwich
whispéred dramatically, and his master
nodded. Oxwich carried a notebook like |
2 policeman and like a_policeman he drew
| it out. Only the word “reward” scratch-
ied on the platter prevented the water-‘
‘man from violently protesting. i
| “And you went to your boat at half- |
- past seven this morning?”’ |
|” “Yes, sir. At half-past seven.” i
! “And the platter was lying in the |
' boat ?”

“It was lying in the sternsheets againat:‘
the tiller.” :

“You might ask him what time he left
the boat last night, sir,” Oxwich mur-
mured. !
| “I was just going to. What time did !
you leave the boat last might, my man?”’’
" ¢« didn’t leave it last night. I left it|
at 1 o’clock this morning.” !

“So that some one must have put the|
platter in your boat between 1 o’clock and |
7.30 this- morning?”
“ “You have no idea who put it in?”
| “No more than you, sir, or ’im.” And the
| waterman jerked his head toward Ox-:
: wich. |
| “It might have been dropped in from!
the wharf, eh?” i
| “Or from a passing ship;” Oxwich whis-
| pered. : i
The waterman smiled. !
“Could it have been dropped in from:
| a passing ship?”’ asked Tony. |
| “What! Into a boat tied up to a|
! wharf? You ain’t got to think as a ship
lis a blessed hansom cab-as goes about; |
| grazing lamp-posts and  corners. No! |
| There was, howsumever, a ship a-lying!
i off the wharf and my boat was alongside |
| of her, between her and the wharf, sir.” |

“Then do you think the platter was/
dropped off that ship mto your boat?” :
“] never think about things as ain't]
my affair. It don’t pay in the Customs. |
But I don’t say as that platter wasn't
dropped out o’ that boat.” |
“If I may offer a remark, sir,” Oxwich |
ut in, “the salver was more probably |
dropped from the ship than from the
wharf. Assuming the gentleman who:
wished the salver to reach you to have’
been on the wharf, why should he have|
chosen to drop it into a boat? He was!
on dry land, and could have done all |
sorts of things. Whereas, if he was on
the ship his choice was limited—in fact
strictly limited.”

“Moreover,” said the waterman, “I{
don’t say as the portholes o’ that there |
ship weren’t pretty small, and I don’t!
say as a man mightn’t have bent this‘.
platter, as it is bemt, to shove it through !
one of them portholes. If he did he had
a fist on ’im he ’ad.”

“And Mr. Masters was possessed of ex-
ceptional physical force, sir,” added Ox-!
wich.

“It is plain,” said Tony, astounded by
his own penetration, “that the platter
was dropped off the ship into your boat.”

“Egpecially as it’s a ship’s platter,” said
the boatman.

“The ship is still there?” Tony resumed
his examination.

“If she is she’s put back,” the water-
man replied. “‘She cast off at five o’clock
this morning, accordin’ to what I'm told.”
| “What kind of a ship was she?” .
| «She wasn’t no kind of a ship, to speak
of, sir. No class.” She was an old tub |
as called herself a steam yacht. Belfast
| built, about three hundred ton. Been on
| hire in Westerton’s yard for two year or
more.”

" “What is her name?”

“The White Rose, sir.”

“Then someone has hired her recent-
1y?”? :

“Or bought her. There’s fools enough
on Thames’ side, Gawd knows”

“You don’t know who?”’

“] don’t know nothing more, sir. - And
if it’s all the same to you, I must be
going, sir. I'vé got to sign on at noon.
And if the party as is scribbling wants
my name he can have it, and address.”
He touched his forehead to Tony, an-
ticipatorily.

“Well, my man, here’s a sovereign for
| your trouble,” said the baronet, after the
waterman had imparted the details of his
identity.

“Thank you, sir,” said the waterman,|
gloomily. “That'll leave me sixteed and|
eleven, not to mention as there’s my fares|
back again. Say fifteen shillings for me
when all’s paid. Well”

Tony was of an extremely generous dis-
position. He saw at once that, having
| regard to the peculiarity. of the case, he
'had perhaps not been too lavish in this '
instance; but like mose generous people
i he was rendered utterly hard by an ac-
cusation of stinginess. He started at the!
waterman in haughty silence.
| “Why, the platter’s worth that” mut-
| tered the waterman, disillusioned. “And
a ‘sir, too!”
| “Oxwich,” said Sir Anthony, when the
man hagd gone, “we must find out what
Grand Etang means.”
| “Yes, sir. It is evidently the name of a
! place, and sounds French. ‘Grand’ cer-
itainly means great, sir.” ‘
{ “Obviously, and I fancy that ‘Etang’
means a pond or something of that kind.
Bring me the Encyclopedia Britannica.
That will tell us everything.”
| “Pardon me, sir. You forget. You in-
" structed me to sell the Encyclopedia Brit-
i annica some months ago—that day when
,you were looking up bicycle and found
the mile record given as three minutes.
| You said the work was out of date.”

; “Whom did you gell it to?”
. “To myself, sir”
| #Where is it?”

“Upstairs in my room. A supplement:
ihas been issued, which I propose to buy,
as soon as I can.”
| “Lend it to me, will you?”’

i “With pleasure, sir.”

In five minutes master and man were
knee deep in the stout volumes. But
they discovered nothing. In vain Oxwich
read out the index: “Grand Duke, Grande
Chartreuse, Grande Ronde, .Grandfather’s
chair, " Grand Haven, Grandimontanes.”
In vain Sir Anthony ransacked the vol-
umes G. and E. Everything was grand

in the Encyclopedia Britannica except
etang.

The searchers arose from the floor dis-
heartened.

“Look here, Oxwich,” said Sir Anthony.
“Here we are in the middle of London,
and we want to know where Grand Etang
is, and we can’t! The idea is ridiculous.”
'} “] have a friend who has the ‘Times
! Atlas,” sir.”

“Then get it, for Heaven’s sake.”
While Oxwich went to obtain the Atlas,
Sir Anthony sent another servant with
. his compliments to the Manager of the
Mansion, and could the Manager of the
Mansion inform Sir Anthony where Grand
Etang was. The Manager of the Man-
sion, however, could not, but he promised
vaguely to move in the matter. Then Ox-
wich returned’ perusing the index of the
Atlas as he walked. He triumphed at
the very instant of re-entering the room.
There were two Grand KEtangs in the|
index of the Atlas. But the triumph of
Oxwich was brief, for both the Grand
be little inland spots

i
|
|
|
|

to come in without any cercmony or pre-
cautions.
“We've come early, so as-to spend the
gay with you, darling,” said Mrs. Apple-
Y. >
Sir Anthony
arrival. -
“Where is Grand Ktang, sonny?” he
demanded abruptly of Horace.
“Grand Etang?’ It's something
Grenada, Uncle,” answered the surprising

stared desolately at the

justifying his mother’s estimate of his
erudition. “It’s either a mountain or a

in jography.”

Sir Anthony precipitated himself upon
the volumes containing G. and sought
Grenada. Yes, surely, Grand Etang was
there! Though given neither as a moun-
tain nor a valley nor a river, but as an
island lake, it was indubitably there! It

. - " had lain hidden in the Encyclopedia Brit- !
| “You may reckon it out like that, sir.” |tanica all morning, and its discovery was|

due to Horace alone.

“Oh, that’s it! That’s it right enough!”
said Sir Anthony addressing Oxwich.
“You remember the talk about the West
Indies at the inquest! That's it.”

“Then I needn’t go to the British Mu-
seum, sir?”

*Noo

It was a moment of unigque pride for
the mother of the astonishing Horace,
who had made the British Museum un-
negessary. Horace pulled peppermint out
of his pocket and ate it boldly. He had
earned the right to do so.

Oxwich bowed and was departing, when
the door re-opened, and another visitor
was shown in, still without any of the
Oxwichian precautions. It was a veiled
woman, who raised her veil as she en-
tered. Oxwich himself blanched.

“You!” Sir Anthony exclaimed, stag-
gered. ;

And Mary Pollexfen nodded. She then
sank into a chair and went very pale.

Mrs. Appleby rose.

“Tony,” said Mrs. Appleby, “this lady
seems .ll. Shall 1”

“No, thanks,” sand Mary Pollexfen. “I
shall be all right in a few minutes.”

“Tony,” said Mrs. Appleby, with mean-
ing. Her countenance was an exhibition
of the most violent curiosity. ‘“Tony,”
she repeated.

“Miss Giralda,” Sir Anthony stammer-
ed, “let me make you acquainted with
my sister, Mrs. Appleby. Mildred, this
is Miss Giralda. No doubt you have
heard her name.”

Mrs. Appleby having thus by accident
infringed upon the more romantic side of
her brother’s existence, grew fluffier than
ever. ‘“‘Charmed,” she said. ‘“‘Are you
quite sure you are not ill?”

(To be continued.)

Some Terse Sayings of the Late
Sam Jones.

The late Samuel Porter Jones was born
in Chambers county (Ala.), October 14,
1847. When twelve years old his father
took him to Cartersville (Ga.) He’ built
a fine home there of late years. He
studied law and was admitted to the bar
in 1869. Drink ruined his career as a law-
ver. Sam Jones described himself as “the
wickedest young man in Georgia.”

“] was going to hell a mile a minute
when I stopped up and went the other
way.” After his father’s death in 1872 he
reformed, professed religion and became
a Methodist clergyman. He conducted re-
vivals all over the country and was long
associated with “Sam” Small, the eloquent
Georgian whom he converted.

“Sam’” Jones was a fighter, He would
fight a wicked man as quick as he would
tackle evil in the abstract. A sermon of
his was a eeries of blows at Satan.

Take an address he delivered in Cooper
Union, where Dwight Moody introduced
him, saying, “No ome in the South has
done more good than ‘Sam’ Jones.”
Jones promptly hit at Old Nick and
some clergymen.

“The devil can run a mile while the|

church is putting on its boots. The church
never runs faster than the pastor in
charge; it will keep up, though.

“You can tell a live ‘preacher by the
subjects he discusses and the way he
goes about it.

“Take a ‘dogmatic preacher- with his 40

pages of manuscript. I would rather a'

fellow would pull a pistol on me than a
manuscript. The pistol ‘will miss me once
in a while, but when a fellow pulls a
manuscript on me, I say to the man next
to me, ‘Wake me up when that gentle-
man gets through.

«Life is too short to listen to a fel-
low reading. Christ don’t say ‘Go and
read, but ‘Go and preach the Gospel.”
One is a dissertation on truth, the other
is the application of truth.

“Imagine a fellow with the ocolic. He
is in a double-bow knot. He looks as if
he will die before the doctor gets there.
A fellow comes in with a can of mustard
in one hand and a dissertation on mus-
tard in the other. He starts in to tell |
the history of mustand from the time it|
was first cultivated. Before he gets half,
through the sick man has another cramp |
and he yells, ‘I don’t care where the |
stuff grew. Spread some of it on a rag
and put it on me where it will do the!
most good.’ i

“I4 is not a dissertation on mustard, |
but the application of it that gets there.”

Truly, Sam Jones could say with Mare
Antony:

|
|
I am no orator as Brutus is, ‘
But as you know me, a plain, blunt man. |
|

He was far from impressive in appear-!
ance; he looked like a well-to-do cleck |
or railroad engineer. He never wore cuffs, !
because he hated starch of all kinds, he!
said. In a voice that was homely, but not !
rude; that had a plaintive, but penetra- |
tive quality, he hurled such dicta as these |
at his hearers: [

«T hate theology and botany; I love re-
ligion and flowers.”

“Deathbed repentance is the retrcat of |
a coward and an insult to God.”

“Anything ' that makes my neighbor's |
wife’s heart bleed, T am going to fight |
until hell freezes over. Then I'll fight it |
on the ice.” |

“Any church will do as your temporary |
home on your way to God. Creed is on]yi
the duster ‘we put on over ' our coats.|
When we come to the pearly gates of}
heaven we take our dusters off.”

“The only title I want is D. D.—if it
means ‘Devil Driver.””

“Whiskey is a_good thing in its place,
but its place is in hell.”

“Dancing is hugging set to music. My |
daughter can’t go to a dance; I have |
some say-so about how she is to be hug-i

{

|
l
|
|
|

ged."

“Boston is a “halfmile from hell.” !

“The only difference between Mobile
and hell is that Mobile has a river along-
side it.”

“Sam’™ Jones earned a fortune from his
preaching and writings. He gave much to
charity.
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Eloquent Addresses by Leading Workers in the Field—

% Three Sessions Held Wednesday—W. C. Pearce of Chi-

" cago Took Prominent Part
' Tullar and Meredith Lead
Appreciated.

| child without the least -hesitation, thus|

{ Two hundred Sunday school workers
.met at St. Andrew’s church Wednesday to

| valley or a river or some thing of that: - s G
'kind. We had the West Indies last wceki?,t'““d the anaual convention of the Hew!

jrunswick and P. E. Island Association. |
| The convention was greatly helped by the
| presence of W. C. Pearce, of Chicagd, |
‘}tie]d secrctary of the teacher training de-
| partment of the international association,
iand W. N. Hartshorn, of Boston, dhair-|
iman of the exccutive committee of the
game association. The president, Rev. H
i E. Thomas, occupied the chair. “

The morning session consisted of separ- |
ate conferences for different classes of |
Sunday school workers. At the pastors’
| wonference addresses were given by Rev.:
1 D. H. Simpson on How e Association |
]\’Vork Can Heclp the Pastor; by Rev. Al
| H. Graham on How the Home Duparl—l
[ ment Can Help the Pastor, and bx Rey. !
|H. A. Anderson on The DPastor uml‘
?Teachcr Training. The Pastor’s Spiritual
! Leadership was discussed by Rev. W.!
Camp. Mr. Hartshorn also gave an ad-|
dress. 3
i At the superintendents’ conference ad-[
| dresses wer given by W. C. Cross on The |
| Superintendent’s Equipment for Efficient |
| Leadership, and R. T. Hayes on Thc%
Superintendent and the Modern Depart- |
{ ments of the Sunday School. i
| At the teachers’ conference, Dr. J. R.|
i Inch, chief superintendent of education, |
i discussed The Teacher’s Equipment fm'i
| His Work, and Rev. A. H. Kuhring gave |
| some valuable suggestions on How to |
Stimulate the Pupil to Study. |
| Miss Maude Stillwell, superintendent of/|
the maritime provinces, presided at l.hc&
conferciice of the primary workers. Re-t
{ ports were heard from county superin- |
tendents. Miss Istelle Vaughan, who,
teaches in Germain street Baptist church
Sunday echool, gave an interesting ac-
count of how she conducted her begin- |
ners’ class. Miss Marion Wathen, editor
of the Mothers' Magazine, spoke on The
Child and the Lesson, and Mrs. D. H.
Simpson taught next Sunday’s lesson and
introduced the use of the sand board.

The afternoon session met at 2.30 o’clock
with the president in the chair. The first
' address, The Sunday School Programme,|
was to have been given by E. R. Chap- |
! man. In his absence R. B. Wallace, of
Fredericton, gave a helpful address. He
| spoke of the need of gystem and prepara-
ition in Sunday school programmes. !

A model programme which Iis carried
out in a Sunday school where the great
Marion Lawrence is superintendent was
| given. It is made up as follows: Instru-
| mental music. Signal for beginning. Open-
| ing exercises. Show of Bibles. Qur Aim,
l1‘ecxit,ed by school; Perfect attendance;
prepared lessons; liberal offering; Bibles
| brought to school. Motto and watchword.
! Memory verses recited. Hymn. Announce-
| ments. Reading of lesson in various ways.

| Hymn. Prayer. Lesson Study. Instru-
| mental music. Hymn. Reports. Prayer
| for sick. Review of lesson. Closing
hymn. Benediction.

A discussion followed the address in
whidch T. S. Simms, E. R. Machum, Robt.
Reid and Rev. W. W. MoMasters took
part.

As Mr. McLoon was not present the
| address on How a Pastor Can Help a Su-
perintendent was delivered by s
Simms. Mr, Simms said that the pastor)
chould always remember that he was ‘chel
pastor of the Sunday school as well as'
of the church. The pastor should al-|
ways be present at the Sunday school,and |
be punctual, but should recognize the su-
perintendent as the executive head, and|
in no way interfere with him. |

The pastoy was acquainted with the |
spiritual condition of the members of the|
| Sunday school and could help the super-
| intendent by conferring with thim regard-
| ing the matter.

Rev. T. I'. Fotheringham and W. L.
MacFarlane also spoke on this subject.
| Rev. Z. L. Fash spoke on How a Super-
_intendent Can Help a Pastor. He said
i a superintendent should possees patience,
| kindness and -tact, be progressive and
have a belief in the ‘goodness of human
| nature. Like a pastor, a superintendent
| ¢hould be divinely called, have a love for|
| the work and an intense passion for the|
{ salvation of souls. He should be the best
church worker and a real man of prayer.|
i Rew, C. P Wilson in an address on,
| The Teacher’s Pastoral Relation to the!
| Class, eaid that teachers might be called |
| sub-pastors. Outside of leading the pupils|
| to spiritual things and giving them a|
grand conception of God, the teacher
| should be acquainted with their material |
affairs. He should develop in them :A‘i
taste for good literature and, if in a city, |
use hie influence in securing the boy a}
good situation. |

Rev. R. G. Strathie not being prment,l
the address on The Pastor and the Teach-|
er’'s Meeting was not given but a help- |
ful discussion led by W. C. Cross took |
place on this subject.

Prayer by Dr. Inch brought the inter- |
csting session to a close. |

The evening session opened with a praise
sorvice, conducted by Messrs. Tullar and |
Meredith. Mr. Meredith officiated at thes
piano and Mr. Tullar led the singing .'mi
his enthusiastic way. After some prac-|
tice the singing wus very creditable. In|
compliance with Mr. Tullar’s request, a
number remained after the session to
practice and good singing may be looked |
for today and tomorrow. |

The president’s address was carefully |
prepared and well delivered. He said it |
was an inspiration to see so many who;
had left their business at farm, shop,|
house or factory and had gathered to take
part in the convention and help along in;

the work. The progress had been goodi

|
{

|

|

i Hartshorn and Mr.

at Evening Meeting—Messrs.
the Singing and Are Much

as the statistics showed, but this increase
was not only in the cities and towns but
in the country and back settlements. The
work in these out of the way places had
received a great impetus from the labors
of the present field secretary, Rev. J. B.

Ganong.
Mr. Thomas also paid a tribute to
Messxs, Tullar and Meredith and said

| their former visits here had left a great

impression ¢n the Sunday s<chool music
of the province. He aiso welcomed Mr,
Pearce, eulogizing
them highly.

. In closing, the president referred to the
fact that Canada was growing into-a mna-
tion, and asked ii her future public men
were to be pure ana mghteous. If they
are the Sunday echool of today is ‘to be
responsible for it.

Rev. A. D. McLeod was introduced as
the representative from P. E. Island. He
said that Sunday school work was flour-
ishing in the Island province and that

| great inspiration had been secured from

the recent convention, which inspiration

| he said, should show itself in perspiration.

Mr. McLeod spoke of the prohibitory law
in force on the Island, and dwelt at some
length on the temperance work being car-
ried on there now. He said every Sun-
day school worker was pledged body and
soul against the liquor traflic.

W. N. Hartshorn discussed the work
of the international executive committee,
of which he is chairman. The committee
is composed of 96 of the mest prominent
and able Sunday school workers in Am-
erica. Justice MacLaren, of Toronto, is
chairman and E. R. Machum,of this city,
id a member. Mr. Hartshorn gave.a few
figures to show the magnitude of the
work. In the Sunday school army of Am-
erica there are 26,000,000 enrolled, of whom
2,000,000 are teachers. Yearly thére are
482,000,000 quarterlies published, and one
publishing firm alone sends out 3.500,000
pounds of reading matter to Sundey
schools.

W. C. Pearce Gives Stirring Ad-
dress.

W. . Pearce gave the address of the
evening on general Sunday school work.
In opening, Mr, Pearce said that he had
often wondered what feeling sustained
soldiers as they left behind all they Joved
and marched away to meet the enemy,
and did not even ghrink when advancing
in the face of a fire which dropped men
on every side. He had been told that
it was the feeling of the companionship
of human hearts. Others were with the
soldier facing the same danger and he wus
not discouraged. In the same way the
immense Sunday sdhool army moved on
to victory. Japan was being conquered.
He was looking forward to see the aworld’s
Sunday school convention held in China.
Last Sunday the lesson was taught in 32
dialects in India. A recent convention in
Mexico was attended by 750 delegates. The
West Indies are being evangelized. Work
is being carried on in South America, and
as Uncle Sam is cutting the continents
in two atePanama the International Sun-
day School Association is binding them
together with a golden thread which wil
last till eternmity.

Mr. Pearce then spoke on organization
in Sunday school work. He said that
there were five organizations. The first
a world’s convention; which will be held
at Rome next year; the second the inter-
national convention, comprising Canada,
United States, Mexico, West Indies and
South America; the third the provincial
convention; the fourth the county, and
last the district organization.

Mr. Pearce then spoke of the work of
the different committees appointed by the
international convention. He said that
the exetutive committee, before referred
to, had done more towards solving the
negro problem than any other agency. The
session committee also did a great work.

Continuing, the speaker made a strong
plea for co-operation of the churches in
Sunday school work. He rather depre- .
cated organic union of the churches bu%
said that the churches could help cach
other out.

Education was the mext point referred
to. The great system of conventions wus
an important factor in this line of Sun-
day school work. In one year 14,000
conventions are held, at which 2,500,000
workers were present. The institutes and
summer schools were a great help. Teacher
training courses are essential. Over 50,-
000 teachers are now taking courses.

Evangelization is the chief 1ssue in Sun-
day echool work. The chief aim is to win
the world to Christ. The Bible is the
only text book. Through it should be fol-
lowed the red cord of the blood of Jesus,
for the purpose of applying it to the
hearts of men to cleanse them from all
unrighteousness. The Sunday school
plants the word of God in the hearts of
children in order that it may grow and
bear fruit to purify the world.

The address was replete with forcible
tlustrations.

The following committecs
pointed:

Nominating committec—R. T. Hayes, A.
A. Graham, Miss Addie Calder, Mrs. M.
J. Steeves, W. L. MacFarlane and Rev.
J. H. Brownwell.

Credential committee — Miss  Ethel
Hawker, Robert M. Currie, J. Hunter
Wihite,

After Mr. Pearce’s address and the
usual exercises the gathering adjourned.
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Artist—What? Only 80 francs on my pic-
ture? Why, I paid more than that for the

rame.
L'Quite so; we are lending only on the
fr .’—Bon Vivant.
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